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way off, choking everything, blinding everything, Some-
times, golden and white, lit up by the sun, shaped
like the wings of birds, great clouds would float over
the desert; I have watched them, I have watched them;
but in that terrible summer they bring no showers,
though the whole country is thirsty, and in every church
and by the wayside men are praying for rain. For every-
where there is dearth, silence, and barrenness, and the
wind carries the dust to a great height from the desert
to the desert. Ah, in that sad and passionate hour
Toledo is like a blind and mutilated statue, some
marvellous, emaciated sphinx that is about to be con-
sumed by the desert and the sun. Then it is that
I have seen the mountains couched before her like
lionesses, and I have discerned in her eyes the glory that
has haunted her like a passion and entrenched her brow
with its terrible scars. Curved and beautiful as the
sword of an archangel, the Tagus lies at her feet like
a treasure, an endless tribute poured out before her by
the secret springs of the desert over which her name is
more wonderful than that of the greatest king.
You who come to her because you are sorry, when
you have lived within her walls even for a day, you will
forget your sadness, you will remember only beauty and
death. If you seek to read there the beautiful grave
Latin of the De Imitatione, or the lovely austere lines of
Dante, your eyes will too often leave the page to find
in the city herself all, and more than all, that you seek
in those sad solitary books. Secret and inflexible, what
arid and passionate beauty, what longing, what renuncia-
tion, what desire, what pride and loftiness of soul will
you not find in her nakedness! She has stripped her-
self of everything that she may save her soul alive, she
is dying for an idea: an outcast in a despicable world,
she has surrounded herself with silence and hidden her-